Ralpho 


Deſcanting on Wilds Poetry. 


Oe, now comes he, that came not yet, 
o cares not t his Maſter fret; 

As Shoomaker ſo hath Tranſlator , 

In ſtirrup Foot ;ſo Imitator 

Of Hudtbras is little Ralph, - 


ut ſervant hath more wit bit h half. 


This Donghty Knight 
Out done 1s, as 2 
Is by his wiſer Son 
So much doth 


by Puny Squire | 


d, 
exceed this raſh head, 


As doth the Quyirifiers S/ fa- la- mi, 


Old Hopkins Rhimes when ſu by C alam). 
Brave Squire againſt proud Knight oth vant, 
And proves as flout a Combatant, 

With Oberon as was Pig-wiggn 

Whoſe head was um with Achorn Piggin: 
Here may be ſeen, as in a Glaſs, 

The Moſhrom wit of Hudibras, 

Who cin t avoid in beſt of wrĩting 

Such ſlinking ſtuffe as that of ſu 

The Squire hath got the quicker fight 
Mounted on back of Giant-Knight. 


Ah, are ye come? Welcome Sir Hudilrai; 


.\ 1 For all you are my Maſter, y. are an Aſs, 
Patient Montes ich you make a blunder, 
Not in will Squibs, but Lightning joynd with Thunder, 


I queſſion if you are as yon pretend 


Unto the Biſhops and the C hureh, a friend, 


For by thoſe words a man that hath no eyes, 


May plainly ſee you do Hiperbolias: 


A Biſpop s calmly urgent, makes no ſtir, 


Nor Thumps the Cuſhion like a Prenbyter, 

He ſpits no fire, nor Wildly throws about 

Hell and Damnation among the rout; 

Flint breaks on P:{/ew; : Tis not Pulpit Thunder 
But mild perſwaſion melts mens hearts aſunder. 
Sugar and Hony excelleth gall or Verjuice, 

A Barnabas wins more then es: 

Such fiery Zealots by their Francick firs 


Drive others (like themſelves) befides their wits, 


Is he a bird of prey? (buzzard or Kite) _ 
- Mate had been better far then plainly ſh------ 


Preachers when filenc'r, hat are t 
Thus de 1 (Ike your ſelf ) quibble at 35 


Youplay with th' Organs, and their victue ſhow , 

As if youthought there were no Devil below 
After which your more ſordid ſtile is held on, | 
(Sans Reverence to the name of Paules or Sbelden) 
Gainſt C alamy, by Metaphor deſcrying 2 


Tour malice to man that lies a dying, 7 
Io kick a worm what: ' 


glory ray be found " 
That's dead in Law, and proſtrate on the ground, 


1 


See how the Term with his condition ſutes, 
but Mates > 


I» Buccham venerit, or Mute or liquid. 
Not that I hate yon, yer you muſt not think 

That Wits whole Maſs is | inthe chinck 
Of your own Scull , Sir, but that Ralph your man 
Hath ſomewhat likewiſc in the little pan 


Vollies whereof were heard when he 


£ And force thee through a 


4 as 


YOVR SERVANT-SIR# 


OR 
to Hudibras 


Or: Prise, is ao; ſuch an Als 
8 nc EY 
To the Biſhops you do make a , 
And tell them dut what e 
How they ſhould be a fleep I much do onder, 
Hase yon compare them unto fire end Thunder, 
what you ſay of C be true, 
Yer tis not meet to lance old ſores anew; 
Towrite acrime thats paſt onth*ARors Front. 
Whilſt chat Amn ſtia remains upon t. 5 
The X:»g hath pardon d ſuch, then why ſhould we 
Stir up agu their linking memory 
But if they AR again faults anew, 
Then Dun and Devi (a Gods name) take your due. 
Thes Kae ern d gooſe Cb 
bras t thy mila. gooſe Chaſe, 
In other manner then doth Traede G, aſe, 
Who leaſt he ſhould be t ſor to tranſgtaſs 
ng God bleſs-=—==- 


Ends (*Peetafer-like) The 

Whoſe ſacred name ſhould not be made a Satlad 

For Bread and Butter, ſuch mean fare's a Ballad. 

Arc here I mult confeſs chat een e 
wit IT ; : 5 

A hos a dat's lines to flour, 


de 22 - 
uh es 


es 

The eyixt on both is nora bin, 
Sqaibbing and Spore Sir) are neer a * 
But thine's the more Profaner Ribaldry : 


In down right words he Jerks at Calewy, 


Thou it the Prelate: by an Trexy : 
Two Cocks well 1 Invention (| 
From Tap and Spigot, thine flows from the bung. 
His Verſe is vain enough, fince wanton lines 
Become Knights Errant, rather then Drvines, 

1 — vent for that he cannot handle 
In Church a Text, he dies like ſwf of Candle; 
Much diſcontented ſince that none will mind him, 
And being dead, hath leſt a fick behind him. 
But KNwdibras tis hat ſhouldthee move 
To rake i th Aſhes of deceaſed Love; | 
That ſen of Thunder by ſorne men admit d. 

expit d. 

Thy Rav'noys Muſe too, wanting bettet Cates 
Muſt feed on Peters Quarters ore the Gates, 
Suck Datcs *gainicherr dead Carcaſſes being hurld, 
May chance to vex em in the other world . 
And cauſe their Gh to haunt chee in the night, 


Enough to ſcare a Remantich Knight © 
Ove his wits, if fach a ching ſhould ©: 
Thou wouldf” be rob d of all thy Poetry: 
And if thy thiming faculty once fail 


Thou wy afrer die for ant of Ale. 
Ori chou 


hold onto vex Wild thus, 
Tho it make him furious as Archiloens, 
Whoſe keen lawb:icks may thy credit blaſt, 
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